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By the heavenly stars 


Author's Notes: 
For people not familiar with this defunct and not well-known band, the singer, Phillips Exeter Blue | is the son of 
Cher (just in case anyone wonders about that reference to the actress/singer in this fic) 


And about Phillips being bipolar, this is me throwing it into this fiction, | have no idea if he has any mental 


condition. 


"Hey! Let's go out and celebratel,” Alec yelled as they finished the final take for the video recording of The Key 
To Gramercy Park . 


Jens nodded and gave Phillips a tap on the shoulder as their singer hadn't moved from the set yet. 
"What?," Phillips said a little startled. 


"We go get changed and we go out. Where do you wanna head out?," Jens asked him. 


"IIl join you, wherever. | need to do something before," Phillips replied without looking at Jens. "Where do you 
guys go?" 


"Huh... Probably at Christy's place. Then we'll see later on. We'll wait for you over there, alright?" 


"Ok," Phillips replied still distracted. 


Phillips's stare was following Carlton as he was walking away from the set with Alec and the assistant 


producer. 

"Carlton," he called. 

"Yes?," the grey-clad man said as he turned around. 

"You mind coming with me? We'll join them after," Phillips simply said. 


Carlton looked at the others who were leaving already and then back at Phillips who had a half smile on his 


face. 

"Sure," he said smiling back. "But can we go get changed first?," he asked him. 
"No way. | like your outfit too much," Phillips said 

"And where do we go dressed like this?," Carlton wondered. 

"Dont worry." 


Carlton followed his bandmate in the parking behind the studio and got into the passenger seat of Phillips's blue 
BMW which thundered out into the night. 


Twenty minutes later, Phillips stopped the car in front of his mother's mansion He dialed the entrance code 
and the gate opened. He drove up to the curved driveway and parked the car in front of the main entry door. 
The garden and the surroundings were illuminated but it seemed all dark inside. 

‘I'm home sitting for a week. Mom's out of town," Phillips said as they stepped out of the car. 

"| didn't remember it was that big," Carlton stated as he was staring at the front of the big house. 


He had been here already but it was a while ago. 


"Back garden," Phillips indicated and Carlton followed on the left, still looking around at the fancy lights and 
garden landscaping. 


Phillips was bipolar and right now he was in his manic and overly happy and elevated mood. The video shooting 
excitement probably had just added to it, Carlton thought to himself, as he was finding Phillips much more 


energetic than normal. 


There was a little pond which was brightly lit all around at the back of the garden. Carlton definitely didn't 


remember that from his last visit. 

"Check this out," Phillips told him pointing at some of the flowers down in the pond. "Amazing, right?" 
Carlton looked closely but he didn't see anything unusual with the water lilies. 

"You don't notice anything?" 

"No. These are water lilies. Pretty but.. What else?" 


"They are in full bloom. At night!" Phillips exclaimed. "They are night blooming plants. | had never seen that 


before." 
Now that Phillips was mentioning it, yes, normally, flowers are closed at night, and these were indeed fully open 
Carlton didn't have much more time to look at the botanical oddities as Phillips seized his arm and spun him 


around. 


| love your hair.. You didn’t tell me you'd be dying them dark blue," Phillips said as he started playing with 


Carlton's hairdo. 

"It was a surprise for the video, for you. I'm glad you didn't mind." 

Carlton knew that Phillips was overly picky about the band image and their colors and personas and all of this 
and that usually Phillips would make most of the choices in that department but he wanted to do something 
different for once and he had gone for blue knowing that Phillips liked the color, obviously. 


"Not at all, you look so good.. Why would | mind? I'm not such a control freak," Phillips said laughing like he 
knew what his guitarist was thinking. 


Carlton moved closer and glided his thumb over Phillips's mouth. His eye make-up was starting to smudge, he 
noticed, and it was probably the same on his face. 


"| like it better this way," Carlton said as he was looking at the singer's face. 
"What are you talking about?," Phillips said feeling tingles all over already at the mere touch of Carlton's finger. 


"Your make-up.. Messed up and a bit dirty," he clarified as he brushed his index finger below Phillips's eye. 


"Are you sure you're only talking about my make-up?" 
"Why did you bring me here?,” Carlton asked although he knew very well why. 


"Is been a while.. You've been busy doing these other side recordings by yourself or with other people.. | 
want you all for me now," Phillips said as he grabbed Carlton's grey jacket in his fists and pulled him in for a 
kiss. 

Carlton moaned against the singer's mouth. He was not surprised that they were kissing already the singer 
usually wasn't the one taking the lead. It was true that he had spent quite a lot of time doing some studio 
work with other musicians in parallel with the band's work and he hadn't spent much time with the guys since 


a few weeks, let alone spend one on one moments like this with Phillips who was clearly restless about that 


now. 
"Please... Stay with me tonight," Phillips said as he broke the kiss and messed further with Carlton's hair. 
“Sure... | will," he replied before kissing him back. 

The guitarist hands traveled down Phillips's back, squeezing him tight. They took a few step without letting go 
of their embrace till Carlton felt that Phillips's back was pushed against the iron fence of the little pond 
garden. Carlton opened Phillips's blue blazer and undid his tie before starting to unbutton his shirt. His mouth 
trailed down the singer's neck and collar bone. 


"Oh, yes... Carl.. | missed that..." 


Carlton continued to kiss and lick the skin in the crook of his neck and slid his hands into the open shirt, 
caressing Phillips's sides. The singer gasped at the contact with the guitarist's cold hands on his bare skin 


"Damn.. You and your fucking cold hands," he groaned. 


“They'll warm up, don't worry," Carlton chuckled as he focused back onto Phillips's shoulder and started to undo 


his belt and unzip his pants. 
Phillips tugged at his friend's hair and brought his mouth back on his as he was shoving down his underwear. 
"You're so handsome... | love that look on you for the video," Phillip purred against Carlton's face. 


"Turn around," the guitarist whispered as he was undoing his own pants with one hand and stroking the singer's 


cock with the other. 


Phillips obliged and turned his back to Carlton who was pressing his body against him. He could feel the 
guitarists hard cock against his thigh and shivered. Carlton snaked one arm around the singer's waist and 


stuck two fingers in his mouth, carefully coating them with his own saliva Phillips could hear the sucking 


noises. 


"| would have done that, you know? Come on.. | want to feel you inside," Phillips whined as he was growing 


impatient. 
“Shh... No more complaining Phil or | leave you here like this," Carlton said. "Bend over a little, pretty thing." 


Carlton started to brush around Phillips's hole with one finger, not pushing it in yet, knowing the teasing would 
only add to the singer's anticipation. He wasn't complaining anymore but he was pushing his ass against 
Carlton's hand trying to feel more than what the guitarist was allowing so far. 


"Ok, | know.. Here you are..," Carlton cooed in Phillips's ear as he slid his index in fully in one slick motion 


"Oh, yeah." Phillips cried softly while holding the fence with one hand, the other one grabbing his rock hard 
dick already. 


The guitarist pushed in and out a few times. He slid a second finger slid in and he started to move them in 
rhythm, following the rocking movements that the singer was making as he was jerking off. He finally pushed a 
little deeper to poke at the most sensitive spot inside, repeating the movement over and over. 


"Fuck... Oh, Carl.. Yes, | need you... Now.. Fuck me now." Phillips moaned now clutching tightly at the iron bar of 
the fence. 


"Wait for me, don't come yet," Carlton whispered to him as he removed his fingers and positioned himself. His 
hands were no longer cold. The guitarist took a firm grip of Phillips's hips with both hands before he pushed 


himself in slowly. 

"Oh, fuck.. Carl... Its been so long.." 

Carlton was still not used to how much talking Phillips was capable of even when they were making out or 
fucking, unless he was doing something with his mouth. It was a major turn on for the guitarist who couldn't 
get tired of hearing the other man moan and plead and pant and try to speak as well in-between 


"Harder... Like that.. Yes... Just like that.. Oh, fuck.. | love this..." 


Carlton could feel Phillips's body tensing up already. He was stroking himself faster and would probably not last 
very long at that point. 


"God, Phil.. You feel so fucking good around me..," he said as he moved one hand over to Phillips's hair and 
yanked his head back. Phillips bucked his hips in surprise, much to Carlton's delight as it made him slide in a 


tad deeper, if that was even possible. 


Carlton started to thrust with increased speed, hitting Phillips's prostate with each move. The singer had finally 


stopped talking, only now able to pant heavily between the guitarist's hip movements. He let out a long growl 
with the intense pleasure that overtook him when he released himself in his hand. Carlton felt the singer's 
body contracting under him and around his cock. The pressure was delicious and it took him only a few more 


thrusts before he spilled himself too. 


"Fuck, Carl.. We need to do more videos,” Phillips chuckled leaning with his back against the guitarist and looking 
up at the starry sky. 


"You mean with the band or us fucking?," Carlton asked still out of breath and caressing the singer's chest. 
Phillips titled his head to one side and caught a glimpse of the guitarist relaxed face. 
"Good idea.. | think my mom has a video camera inside," he replied with a wide grin. 


Carlton let out a big laugh as he watched Phillips pick up his pants and walk up to Cher's house. He shook his 
head but followed him, ready for whatever second round scenario the singer was planning. 


